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This is sort-of short but l'm writing this between classes, so forgive me for any misspelling or grammar. 


| should have some more stories being published in the next few days as well. Enjoy. 


Happy late birthday, Ihsahn! 


Samoth doesn't ever think his eyes will adjust to the stark contrast of the bright blue hue of outside and the 
painfully white walls of his prison cell. 


It's times like these in wee-early morning hours, after he's rubbed the sleep from his eyes, that he misses 


the comfort of a nice, big fluffy bed and duvet cover. 


Specifically the bed he had at Ihsahn's cabin before he was arrested. 


He has been avoiding thinking too much about how him being in prison has affected Ihsahn and Emperor. He is 
still writing and thinking of songs, trying to contribute to Emperor as much as he can, even behind bars. He 
has been doing interviews and writing Faust. He tried writing his family, but still no word back yet. He doesn't 


blame them if they don't want anything to do with him anymore. They are very different from him. 


Even though he was convicted and Emperor faced backlash for their crimes, he doesn't feel any kind of 


remorse or pity for what he did It was the right thing to do and he thinks he will always believe that 
The next two weeks go by fairly slow. With really nothing to do, time goes by like molasses. 

But things seem to change after he mailed Ihsahn some lyrics 

He got his mail three days later, one from Ihshan and one from Faust 


He read the one from his former drummer first. It was all drabble about how Tomas has more freedom, 


whereas he doesn’t get that luxury. 
‘You killed someone, Faust, Samoth thinks to himself, chuckling and writing back his response. 
Finally he comes to Ihshan's letter. 


It starts off by saying how much he liked the lyrics and would try to arrange something with the guitar. 
Tomas feels a little better knowing that Ihsahn enjoyed them. 


Ihsahn then begins to talk about how weird it feels not having anyone around. A slight pang of sadness hits 
Samoth. 


What he DOES have remorse for is leaving his best friend like this. 

"At least now that you're gone, | have a (slightly) cleaner house. You're like a lazy dog." 

Samoth laugh instead and nods, knowing that Ihsahn is joking with him. 

"If it's okay, | can probably come up one day next weekend. We can review some material and chat." 

Samoth thinks we would really appreciate that. He needs some new company. He isn't in max like Faust and his 
conviction is a lot shorter, but even if he doesn't want to admit it, prison isn't fun or even for him. He grows 
tired of the same people every day. 


Ihsahn ends the letter by saying, "| hope you're doing well though. You'll be back home soon enough." 


Home. 


Does Ihsahn think of his cabin as their home? 

The thought makes Samoth smile as he sits down to reply and ask for Ihsahn to visit when he can. 

After he gives his letters back to one of the guards to be sent, he lays on his bed and watches the ceiling. He 
tries to think about the cabin and how it probably looks different now that he's stuck here. He wonders if 


Ihsahn has been in his room since he isn't there. 


He tries to remember how Ihsahn smells. It's always a mixture of coconut shampoo and slick boy sweat. He can 


kind of smell it now as he lays here. 


Part of him wants to tell Ihsahn how he feels while he is in prison. It might be better. Ihsahn can't beat him 
up or call him disgusting, at least not to his face. 


Somewhere along the way in their friendship, he started to feel very differently about lhsahn. What started 


off as best friends making music slowly became caring about him and his feelings very deeply. 

He groans and sits at his desk. He crumples up about five pieces of paper, trying to find out the best way to 
get his feelings out. He hopes he isn't making a mistake, knowing the reaction very well could be the end of 
their friendship and collaborating. 


After over-thinking about it for an hour, he put the letter in an envelope and hands it to the letter guard. 


Its out of his hands now. All he can do is hope that Ihsahn feels the same way and doesn't beat the shit out 
him when he visits, (if he even visits at all after this). 


